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it as an older acquaintance. But listen to what I here
solemnly protest, by all that can be witness to an oath, that
if I leave this kingdom before you are mine, I will endure
the utmost indignities of fortune rather than ever return
again, though the King would send me back his Deputy.
And if it must be so, preserve yourself in God's name, for
the next lover who has those qualities you love so much
beyond any of mine, and who will highly admire you for
those advantages which shall never share any esteem from
me. Would to Heaven you were but a while sensible of
the thoughts into which my present distractions plunge me ;
they hale me a thousand ways, and I not able to bear them.
It is so, by Heaven: the love of Varina is of more tragical
consequence than her cruelty. Would to God you had
treated and scorned me from the beginning. It was your
pity opened the first way to my misfortune; and now your
love is finishing my ruin. And it is so then? In one fort-
night I must take eternal farewell of Varina, and I wonder
will she weep at parting a little to justify her poor pre-
tences of some affection to me? And will my friends still
continue reproaching me for the want of gallantry, and
neglecting a close siege? How comes it that they all wish
us married together, they knowing my circumstances and
yours extremely well, and I am sure love you too much, if
it be only for my sake, to wish you anything that might
cross your interest or your happiness?

Surely, Varina, you have but a very mean opinion of the
joys that accompany a true, honourable, unlimited love;
yet either nature and our ancestors have hugely deceived
us, or else all other sublunary things are dross in comparison.
Is it possible you cannot be yet insensible to the prospect
of a rapture and delight so innocent and so exalted? Trust
me, Varina, Heaven has given us nothing else worth the
loss of a thought Ambition, high appearance, friends, and
fortune, are all tasteless and insipid when they come in
competition; yet millions of such glorious minutes we are
perpetually losing, for ever losing, irrecoverably losing, to
gratify empty forms and wrong notions, and affected cold-
nesses and peevish humour. These are the unhappy encum-
brances which we who are distinguished from the vulgar do
fondly create to torment ourselves. The only felicity per-'
mitted to human life we clog with tedious circumstances
and barbarous formality. By Heaven, Varina, you are more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